Dream Cadences

Colonies of an unglimpsed loveliness
Are gifts to earth of thy imperial Grace.
By thee inspired, surrendering our all
We win thy lustre's endless carnival.
O Light that sees and Flame that purifies,
At thy flower-like feet the Soul, in homage, lies.
With the King of mystic seers in union,
Stationed in bliss, thou farest free and lone:
Thy footfalls usher magic floods in sands
Life and extinction rock in thy twin hands.
O thou revered of the last infinities!
At thy flower-like feet, the Soul, in .homage lies.